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The flame with blood of all you : there shall stand
No mark of man, no stone of these its walls,
To witness what my wrath made ruin of
That turned it first to smoke, and then put out
With all your blood its ashes.

Enter PROVOST,

Hear you, sir,

How we are handled of our townsfolk there,
Being yet in ward of you ? but by my head,
If now by force it fall not, you as these
Shall buy this of me bloodily, and first
Shall bleed of all whose lives will pay not me.

Prorost.   Madam, as you desire to see that day,
Contain yourself; this flame whereon you blow
Will fasten else untimely on your hand
And leave it harmless toward us.   I beseech you,
Though but for hate of us and hope to hurt,
Kat, and take rest.

Queen,                  I will not; what are ye

That I should care for hate of you to live
Who care not for the love's sake of my life?
1 f I shall die here in your hateful hands,
In God's I put my cause, as into them
J yield the spirit that dares all enemies yet
By force to take it from me.    Die or live
I needs must at their bidding; but to sleep,
Kat, drink, weep, laugh, speak or keep silence, these
They shall not yet command me till I die.    [Exeunt.